moyoale)| e\lejale) .exciame)italcie As a general rule, the male of the species 
destroy or remake a man.” 


is the smelliest of humans. This broad 
generalization is based on established 
societal stereotypes. The trope is 
grounded in historical wisdom. Hard 
earned knowledge gained through real 
world experience. 


Itis on this premise - the male bouquet - 
that this story is based. When you 
complete the read, | hope you achieve 
some insight into the redolence worn 
proudly by men, young and old, from 
across the economic and social spectrum 
and down through the sands of time. 












In 1965, | was enrolled in an all-boys Catholic High School on the east 
side of St. Paul, Minnesota. The academy was staffed by Christian 
Brothers and a grab bag of Lay Teachers, married men who hadn’t the 
: stomach for the vow of chastity taken by the Brothers, but who 
A nevertheless desired to teach at an all male institution. 
The Brothers tolerated their daily grind through liberal 
consumption of brandy. Lay educators found relief by 
employing what would today be considered abusive teaching 
methods. As each of us had been taught, adults were to be 
granted great leeway. We accepted these scornful education 
practices almost without question. Harsh methods were rarely 
objected to - not even by our parents. 





The all-male school management 
understood - we boys were manipulated 
entirely by hormonal desire. At any given 
moment half of us had distracting 
erections. The other half were mere 
moments from their next or their last 
tumesence. Pants bulged uncontrollably 
at zippered seams. Most of us hobbled 
from class to class bent slightly, hunched 


over in a futile attempt to disguise the 7 = & 
obvious. Groping and hoping at a typical 
Saturday night school dance. 





One of the best ways to relieve the hormonal storm 
was the Saturday night school dance. These affairs 
were organized by select Christian Brothers and the 
Benedictine Nuns from Archbishop Murray Memorial 
High School, an all-girls Catholic school about a 
mile down Larpentur Avenue from our boys-only 
academy. The dances featured some of the hottest 
local rock ’n roll bands and were heavily attended as 
dancing was the rare public outlet for social 
intercourse approved by the hierarchy. 


One drag on a successful dance experience was the 
matter of body odor. Young males are pungent as a 
rule. Depending on an individual’s bathing habits, 
he could easily be viewed as offensive. But nature 
abhors a vacuum. American perfuming know-how 
gave us boys cologne. 





In the St. Paul/Minneapolis of that era there were really only two 
colognes permitted: English Leather and Jade East. English Leather 
was, as the name implies, a golden liquid interpretation of what a semi- 
clean horse barn might smell like. Jade East was reminiscent of the 
grimy interior of an opium den at midnight. For reasons having to do 
with marketing and peer pressure, my friends and | believed these 
splash-on tinctures would attract females, hopefully relieving us from 
the constant ache down there. With those goals in mind, we might 
or might not shower prior to the dance. But for certain we would 
douse ourselves liberally from the 16-ounce vials of our favorite 
fragrance. The belief was that the seductive smell and cologne’s 
aphrodisiacal effects would eventually work to our benefit. 






Before entering the school gym, the 
epicenter of what we hoped would 
be a rewarding evening, we 
consulted with Vice Principal, Brother 
Lewis. He seemed the most 
sympathetic when it came to matters 
of cleanliness and Godliness. 
Looking back, | know we reeked of 
the sickening sweet balm but Brother 
Lewis never objected outwardly. He 
nodded benignlly. 





One Saturday night, the school booked the 
area’s hottest acts: The Underbeats. The 
group had a local radio hit, “Little Latin Lupe 
4 Loo,” a song about a guy who had a thing 
for a girl and for Jade East. 


) Early on the girls danced amongst 
_ ¥ themselves. The boys, oozing English 
sf Leather like rain from monsoon clouds, 

=) stood at the gym’s edge picking nits 
=== chimpanzee-like. The reality ? No amount 

= of cologne could hide one simple fact; the 

_* boys were effectively paralyzed by thinking 
Mm about asking a girl to dance. The young 
males bided their time, waiting for the band 
to play a slow song, a musical pace fumbling 
boys preferred. 





Suddenly, the lights dimmed low and band broke into, 
“Unchained Melody” by The Righteous Brothers. 
“ Woah, my love, my darling I've hungered 
for your touch A long, lonely time” 


The previously shy perfume boys sized up the available 
girls and proceeded to ungracefully mug them on the 
dance floor. The Bill Medley lyrics inspired English 
Leather boys to grip tighter. Brother Lewis, deep in his 
brandy cups, was aghast. But in the dimly-lit potboiler 
environment he was lost. 


The boys meanwhile kept a tight grope, hoping to cop 
a cheap feel, praying that the tumefaction in their pants 
wouldn’t be noticed...or worse yet - laughed at. 





Too frightened by the thought of actually asking a girl to dance, | remained cemented on 
the sidelines, sweating Jade East like OJ Simpson. Unexpectedly, Brother Lewis, 
emboldened by his second pint of brandy, wobbled-up. 

His soft voice slurred. 


“Aren’t you going to ask a young lady to dance?” 

“Are you kidding me?” | responded. 

“Hartman, even with all the cologne you’re submerged in, | can smell your fear.” 
“lm reminded of something Hunter S. Thompson once said,” | replied. 

“There is no such thing as paranoia. Your worst fears can come true at any moment.” 


